Paracelsus
Even many princes and noble and rich men, who would have
given all their wealth, nevertheless had been forsaken by the
doctors who wear silken cloth and rings and are always full
of boasts.
"Often I thought I ought to leave the art alone because it
is inaccessible and I am not worthy of it; most doctors, on the
other hand, only think of money.
"But I was not consistent in my resolve, and took medicine
up again. I went to school for long years, in Germany, in
Italy, in France, always seeking the foundation of medicine,
"Academic medicine, however, did not satisfy me. So I
wandered on to Granada, Lisbon, England, Brandenburg,
Prussia, through Lithuania, Poland, Hungary, Walachia, Tran-
sylvania, Croatia and other lands, more than I need mention.
And everywhere I sought certain and experienced knowledge
of the art. I did not seek it from the learned doctors alone; I
also asked shearers, barbers, wise men and women, exorcizers,
alchemists, monks, the noble and humble, the smart and the
dumb.
"But none could tell me anything for certain. I pon-
dered over this a great deal, how uncertain an art medicine
is, and how difficult to apply. Unless one is fa\?orcd by good
luck, he may injure ten patients while curing one.
"And I thought demons were misleading men in this way,
and again left the art alone, and engaged in other pursuits.
"However, I returned to it and I found that Christ was
right when he said that the sick need the doctor. But I could
do so only in a new spirit: That the art should be true, just
and perfect, one which is most helpful when it is most needed.
"As I thought this over I found that the medicine which
I had learned was faulty, and that those who had written
about it neither knew nor understood it. They all tried to
teach what they did not know. They are vainglorious bab-